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; William Bremer looked 
around this week at the law- 
yers and clerks who drink in 
the tavern next door to the 
Prince George’s County 
Courhouse and asked, “I 
wonder how many of these 
lawyers are rooting for my 
boy.” 

^The elder Bremer, 58, a 
stooped, nervous man with 
white hah' combed back 
from his pink forehead, has 
stopped by the Olde Towne 
Inn every evening since his 
son Arthur, went on trial for 
the shooting of Gov. George 
C. Wallace and three others 
May 15. 

He has won a drinking 
companion and fierce pro- 
tector in Harry Serine, a 
deputy court clerk, who 
shoos reporters from their 
table. 

William Bremer rarely 
mentions his son in conver- 
sations, say those who have 
sat with him in the evening. 
It is the fishing back home 
in Wisconsin, the Bratwurst 
Festival in Sheboygan and 


the short-haul truck he 
drives for a living in Mil- 
waukee that he talks about. 

“If you’re going to write 
something, just write that 
Mr. Bremer is a nice old 
man who’s trying to help his 
son,” Sal Costanza, owner of 
the tavern, told a reporter. 
Costanza refused to discuss 
His talks with the elder Bre- 
mer, saying he considered 
them “off the record.” 

William Bremer is staying 
in Baltimore because he said 
he could not find a motel in 
Upper Marlboro, the small 
town where the trial is 
being held. That means a 
trip by Greyhound bus to 
Baltimore every night at 9 
and another back to Upper 
Marlboro in the morning. 

Bremer said he still has 
not talked with his son since 
the trial began Monday, al- 
though he and his wife vis- 
ited him at the jail two 
weeks ago. He would not ex- 
plain why he had not talked 
with his son. 

Because he is a witness, 
the elder 'Bremer was 
barred from watching the 
trial until yesterday, when 


he testified for the defense. 

He had said jovially the 
night before, when a re- 
porter asked if he would be 
a witness, “I didn’t come 
here 800 miles for a fish 
fry.” i 

In his brief appearance on 
the stand, the elder Bremer 
said his wife was home be- 
cause “she said she didn’t j 
think she could make the 
trip.” v 

Yes, he said, he is blind in 
his right eye. He lost the 
sight of that eye when he 
was 9 years old and was 
struck by a branch of a 
thornapple tree as he 
walked through the woods. 

Later, he sat near the 
back of the courtroom, his 
hands steadied on the 
wooden bench in front of 
him. His son, Arthur, 
walked briskly and confi-j 
dently from the courtroom I 
with an entourage of the 
law officers after the day’s 
testimony was over. William 
Bremer walked toward 
them, one hand slightly 
raised in a shy effort to get 
attention. Arthur appeared 
not to notice him. 


